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A Night to Remember 


Sprawled out on the bed, David looked at the ceiling and grinned. Outside of the bedroom door, he could hear 
Dave raging. His name - not his real name but the "cute" pet name he'd been christened with - was being 
screamed as the redhead pounded around their shitty little apartment. There was no way David was going to 
respond. 


He'd been a brat. Not just a little bit bratty. But a class A, "there's a punishment in this for you, boy" kind of 
brat. Which was exactly what David wanted. He'd been jonesing for a reddened ass for a while and he'd 
discovered that the only way to get one was by giving Dave lip. So he'd done it in the store, at the studio, in 
rehearsal, and on the way home. He'd back chatted to Dave more often than a hormone crazy teenager. He'd 
sneered and snarled at the redhead until Dave's hands had been white against the wheel. And now Dave wanted 


payback. 

The bedroom door slammed open in a tornado of red hair and anger. Propping himself on his elbows, David 
looked at the older man. His lips twisted into a smirk as he looked at the wooden hairbrush that dangled from 
Dave's fingers. 


"Get up!" 


David slowly shook his head. This was all part of the game, a game that would end up with them fucking on the 
ratty old carpet, their neighbours close to breaking point as the two young men howled in sexual abandon, 


"Come on, Junior. Up." 

Pulling himself into a sitting position, David slid from the bed. His eyes rode up and down the older man, taking 
in the obvious bulge in Dave's tight black jeans. With a pout on his lips, he wandered from the bedroom, his 
hips swinging. Yeah, if he was going to do this then he was going to do it right. Let Dave get a good look at 


what was on offer. 


Behind him, David heard the bedroom door slam shut. A presence moved behind him, tendrils of displeasure 


weaving around him. 

"Jeans off," Mustaine ordered. "And get yourself over the couch." 

Oh, it was going to be one of those nights. These events always happened in different places and in different 
ways. Sometimes over Dave's lap. Sometimes over a pile of pillows on the bed. But when Dave was really angry 
then it was bent over the arm of the couch. David shivered at the prospect, the smirk deepening a little. It 
was going to be a night to remember, one he'd be feeling for many days to come. 

With knots of excitement pinching his stomach, David teasingly wriggled out of his jeans. Leaving his shorts on, 
he kicked his jeans away and leaned over the arm of the couch. He always loved the build up to the moment 
when that first blow would land against his skin Already his cock was hard in his shorts. It would be a first if 
he didn't come all over the couch. 

Fingers hooked into the waistband of his black shorts. David's breath caught in his throat as they were slowly 
inched down. With his shorts sitting just below his ass, David wriggled and prepared himself. His back dipped and 
he stuck his ass out a little further. He shivered and whined when he felt the cool, flat surface of the paddle 
hairbrush rest against his buttocks. 

‘I'm gonna give you thirty," Dave hissed. "Any lip and you get more. Understood” 

David sighed and rolled his eyes. "Whatever." 

The brush pressed against his rear. "Forty." 

Snorting, David shook his head, tendrils of hair falling into his face. 


Fifty. You better get gripping that couch, Junior, ‘cause l'm going to make you cry." 


"Do your worst" 


When the brush pulled away, David tightened. His hands gripped the cushions of the couch and he spread his 
legs a little further apart. This was what he needed. A reminder that sometimes he needed to remain focused. 
Asking Dave to spank him wasn't good enough. The redhead had a tendency to look down on such antics, except 
for the odd playful swat inside the bedroom. But annoying Dave to the point where he was dragging David 
home and tossing him on the bed was perfectly fine. 


The first shot cracked across his ass, making David howl and squirm. It had been a long time since he'd had a 
good spanking. Several months at least. He'd been dying for this and now he was getting it. Whether it would 
reduce him to tears was another matter. 


The second and third swats hit in exactly the same place, the stinging pain flaring through David. Again he 
mewled, his fingers gripping the couch as he wriggled and tried to escape the burn 


"Cool it, Junior," the other man hissed. "You wanted this. You're getting’ it. No need for fuckin’ tears and 


tantrums." 


Several more clipped his ass, moving from the round of his cheeks to the fleshy spot at the top of his thighs. 
David's breath began to come in ragged moans, his back dipping as he offered out his rear for more of the 
divine punishment. His cock rubbed against the rough fabric of the couch, bolts of pleasure coursing through 
him. When a hand pressed into the small of his back to hold him down, David grinned. 


The brush continued to smack against his ass, the sound ringing out around their apartment. David groaned and 
whined, his body trying to escape. But the redhead held him down, forcing him against the arm of the couch. 
For good measure, David threw in a few howled apologies, his voice begging for the mercy he didn’t really want. 


Yet tears still began to sting his eyes, his nose becoming clogged with mucus. 


He could still remember the first spanking Dave had ever given him. It had been after a particularly loud party 
somewhere out in the city. He'd obviously said something Dave hadn't liked and, on returning to their 
apartment, Dave had given him a "talking to". One that had involved David removing all of his clothes and lying 
over the older man's knees. Something which, as a child, had terrified David, now had him coming long and hard 
against his lover's lap. Whether that had been the reaction Dave had wanted, David had never found out. But 
what Dave had probably intended to start as punishment now served an entirely different purpose, one neither 


of them seemed to be complaining about. 


David could feel the skin of his ass turning a deep red. He couldn't wait to see it in the mirror. Tomorrow he'd 
be bruised and unable to sit for long, a nice reminder of the night before. 


"Count for me, Junior," Dave hissed. "Tell me how many you've fuckin’ had." 
"F-Forty one," he managed to mumble. 


"Good. Gonna give you the last nine good and hard. Remind you not to be a mouthy little bitch." 


And Dave didn't disappoint. The first of the nine slammed against his already raw sit spot. David howled and 
bucked, his legs twitching as he rocked his hips against couch. He could feel the tingling of his orgasm. 


"Yeah," the redhead said. "Spread those legs a little wider. Love seein’ your tight balls and hard cock. You gonna 


come?" 
David nodded. 

"Answer me" 

"Y-Yes 

"Good. Want you to come nice and hard. Let me know you love what | do to you" 


The whole focus of David's world had become his ass and his dick and the lush pleasure that swirled around 
him. Each crack of the brush pushed him closer to the brink, his hips picking up the pace. His voice was 
coming in breathless pants, tears trickling down his cheeks as he begged for that sweet release. 


When the final one smacked against the swell of his rear, David let out a long, low howl. Partly pleasure, partly 
pain, it was a cry of primal abandon as his body shook. His cock exploded against the couch, warm strings of 
come pooling against his stomach and upper thighs. For several minutes, David couldn't focus, his hands gripping 
the couch as he continued to ride out his orgasm, his hips still fucking the rough fabric. 


As he came back down to earth, David slipped to the floor. Panting heavily, he sat back on his heels, hair in his 
face. His seed was drying against his stomach, his cock limp and spent between his legs. When a hand brushed 
over his head, David lifted his eyes to the redhead. 


Dave stood over him, his tight jeans undone and his hard cock in his hand. Licking his lips, David shuffled 
forward and opened his mouth. 


"That's it," Dave purred. "Open nice and wide. | wanna shove this down your throat. Gonna make you sing in a 


whole other key tonight” 


Holding his head back, David allowed the redhead to slide his cock into his mouth. He tried not to gag as Dave 
pushed into his throat. The hand on his head gently stroked. 


"Easy, Junior. Easy. You've had plenty of practice at this. You can do it" 


He gave a small nod and took deep breaths through his nose. Keeping his eyes open, he watched as Dave gave 
into the moment. The redhead rocked his hips, pushing himself into the younger man's throat. David reached up 
and let his hands drift over his lover's strong thighs and to his gorgeous ass. Gently he squeezed the supple 
globes, encouraging Dave to rock a little harder. It didn't take too much encouragement and soon the redhead 


let out a roar of his own as he came in David's mouth. 


Taking Dave's offered hand, David pulled himself to his feet. The older man wrapped his arms tight around 
David, pulling him in for a kiss, one that David gladly returned. His rear was hot and red but he didn't care. 
That was the kind of punishment he liked. One he'd take every night for the rest of his life as long as it was 
dealt out by Dave. 


"You're a good boy," Dave purred, his hands moving to pet David's sore, red ass. "Ready to go again?" 


David smirked. "With you? Always." 


